m        AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A JOURNALIST

otes at our proximity, as great as if we had the
plague on board, caused a popular demonstration
against us, and the health-officer coming off in a
boat ordered us from a distance to move off to the
lazaretto island. I replied that if he was prepared
to come and weigh the anchor and navigate us there
he might do so, but that no one of the yacht's peo-
ple should touch the anchor, and on that I stood firm j
and, as no one dared come in contact with the yacht
in contumacy, there we remained. The panic on
shore increased to such a point that Woodley and the
health-officer had a quiet consultation, and it was
agreed to give us pratique immediately. We went
that night to the hotel, and the question was forgot-
ten by the next day. The Corfiotes are certainly the
most cowardly people I have ever known, and in later
years we had other evidence of the fact; but, as they
disclaim Hellenic descent, and boast Phoenician
blood, this does not impeach the Greek at large.

We left Corfu by the steamer of the Hellenic
Navigation Company on the eve of the Greek Christ-
inas, my family being the only passengers, and with-
out the captain of the steamer, who pretended illness,
in order to be able to enjoy the f esta with his family;
the command being taken by the mate, a sailor of
limited experience in those waters. The engineers
were English or Scotch, the chief being one of the
Blairs. What with the Christmas festivities and the
customary dawdling, we did not sail till 10 p. M.,
instead of at 10 A, M., and, to make up for the delay,
the commander pro tern, made a straight course for